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my chief loafed from side to side of his wheel, and trimmed
the ships so closely that disaster seemed ceaselessly im-
1 minent When he had cooled a little he told me that the easy
water was close ashore and the current outside, and there-
fore we must hug the bank, up-stream, to get the benefit of
the former, and stay well out, down-stream, to take advan-
tage of the latter. In my own mind I resolved to be a down-
stream pilot and leave the up-streaming to people dead to
prudence.

Now and then Mr. Bixby called my attention to certain
things. Said he, "This is Six-Mile Point/' I assented. It was
pleasant enough information, but I could not see the bearing
of it. I was not conscious that it was a matter of any interest
to me. Another time he said, "This is Nine-Mile Point."
Later he said, "This is Twelve-Mile Point/' They were all
'Tabout level with the water's edge; they all looked about alike
' to me; they were monotonously unpicturesque. I hoped Mr.
Bixby would change the subject. But no; he would crowd
up around a point, hugging the shore with affection, and
then say: "The slack water ends here, abreast this bunch
of China trees; now we cross over/' So he crossed over. He
gave me the wheel once or twice, but I had no luck. I either
came near chipping off the edge of a sugar-plantation, or I
yawed too far from shore, and so dropped back into dis-
grace again and got abused.

The watch was ended at last, and we took supper and
went to bed. At midnight the glare of a lantern shone in
my eyes, and the night watchman said:

"Come, turn out!"

And then he left. I could not understand this extraor-
dinary procedure; so I presently gave up trying to, and
4ozed off to sleep. Pretty soon the watchman was back again,
and this time he was gruff. I was annoyed. I said:

"What do you want to come bothering around here in the